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Through all the kingdoms that acknowledge Chrift 
Thrice hath this Hodpur Mars in fwathluig clothes 
Tins infant warricr, in his enterprifes, 

Difcomfited great Douglas, ta’nchim once, 
Enlarged him, and made a friend of him, 

To fill the mouth of deepe defiance vp. 

And fhake the peace and lafetie of our throne. 

And what fay you to this? Percy, Northumberland, 
The Archbifhops grace of York, Douglas, Mortimer 
Capitulate againit vs, and arc vp. 
ButjWhercforcdocItellthele newel to thee? 
Wliy,Harry,doeI tell thee of my foes. 

Which art my neerelt and dear e U enemy? 

T iiou that art like enough, through valfall feare, 

Bafe inclination, and theilart of ipleene. 

To fight agaiuft me, vnder Percies pay, 

T o dog his heeles, and curtfie at Jus fro wncs, 

T o fhc w, how muc h dio u ait degenerate. 

Prtn, Donor dunk e lo, you lhall not find itfo, 

- And God forgiue them, that lo much hauefwayd 
Your Maiefties good thoughts away from me. 

1 will redeeme all this on Percies head, 

And, in the doling of fome glorious day, * 

Be bold to tell you that 1 am your fonne, 

When I willwcart a garment all of bloud, 
Andftame my fauors in a bloudy maske, 

Which walht away, lhall Icoure my fhame with it. 
And that lhall be the day, when e’re ithghts. 

That this fame child of honour and renowne. 

Tins gallant Hodpur, this all praifcd knight. 

And your vndiought of Harry, chance to meet, 
Foreuery honor, fitting on his helme. 

Would they were mulatudes,andon my head 
My flumes redoubled. For the time will conic 
T hat I lhall makethis Northrcn youth exchange 
His glorious deeds, for my indignities. 

Percy is but my factor, good my Lord, 

Tocngrofie vp glorious deeds on my behalfc. 
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—W ritmyttic jourtn, 

Aod^ttill callln m t0 1° acc0unc » 


This, m die name of God, i promue ucre. 

The winch, if he be pleafil, 1 fhall performe: 

J doe befeechyour Maielly may falue 
The long growne wounds of my intemperances 
n not , the^nd of life cancels all bands. 

And I will die, a hundred thoufand deaths, 

Fre breake the fmallcft parcel of dus vow. 

Kit# A' hundred thoufand rebels diem this, 
thou lhalthaue charge, & fouerargnetruft herein. 

How now good Blunt? thylcoKes arc full ot lpccd. 

'Enter Blunt* 

Blurt. So hath thebufines,that l come to fpeakcof. 

Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath fent word. 

That Douglas and the Enghfh Rebels met, 

The eleucnthcf.this moneth,at Shrewsbury, 

A mighty, and a fearefull head they are, 

(If pronuks bekeptoneuery hand,) 

As euer offred fouie play in a flate. 

King* The Earle of VVeitmerland fet forth to day, 

With him my Tonne* Lord Iohn of Lancalter, 

For dusaduemfementisfiue davesold* ^ 

On Wednefday next, Harry, you fhall fet forward, 
Onthurfday,vY€ our felues wil march.Our meeting 
Is Bridgenorth, and Harry , you fhall inarch 
Through GloccOerfhire* by which account* 

Ourbufincs valued fome tweiue daies hence* 

Our generallforces* at Bridgenorth fhall meet: 

Our hands are full of bufines, let's away* 

Aduantage feeds him fat, while men delay . Exeunt » 

Enter Falftalffe and Bar dot. 

Fa/. Bardol* am I not falne away, vilely fihee this Iaft action? 
do I not bate? doe 1 not dwindle? Why, my skin hangs about 
n».f [ike an old Ladies look gowne* I am withered like an old 
"^Idohr Well* ilc repent, and thatfuddcnly* while Iain in 
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